The Fragments 


Author: Duke 


Bands: Manic Street Preachers 


Characters: Nicky Wire, Richey Edwards 


Relationships: N/A 
Rating: Adult 
Genre: [Slash] 


Updated: Sat Oct 19 2013 06:15:05 GMT-0400 (Eastern Daylight Time) 


Part | 


Author's Notes: 

Probably exploits every Nicky/Richey cliché in the book. | also think I've written them both explicitly gay for 
each other here, so in case it may be misleading-sorry. This story is all made up. | have no idea about the 
real lives of anyone in the Manics, only what they\'ve let through the publicized media The title belongs to the 
Manics, the story isn\'t necessarily inspired by the song Fragments. | wrote this taking place on their first 


Japanese tour. 


There's something honestly sad and desperate about Richey's boredom. You say it to yourself time after time, 
Even though you're certain you don't need a reminder of any Richey-fact, there's still a part of you - an 
involuntary part of you - that keeps nagging you about it, that says ‘I've told you' every time he starts 
slipping away from you or even seems like he's beginning to detach from the rest of the world. Its where he 
hides his loneliness, his fear of being abandoned, his feelings of failure and inadequecy you and James and Sean 
have struggled so much with understanding because neither of you have felt that way about him, but you 
know its so real and painful to him. You sometimes blame yourself for not thinking about him more often, 
even though you know it isn't true. He's your best friend. You feel it in your heart, you feel it physically - 


he's part of you, it's almost like missing a limb if he's not around you in some way; You don't ache for your 


missing limb, not really, its more like you can still feel him if he isn't there. It's always been that way. 


Tonight he called you to his hotel room because he couldn't sleep, and there wasn't anything he found 
watchable for him on any of the TV channels your hotel had to offer. You tell yourself it's as good a reason 
as any to go see him - to be honest, just the fact he wanted to see you is enough for you. Besides, you're 
relieved he chose to call you when he could have gone on much more destructive routes - he trusts you, 
right? His voice sounded a little cracked up and dry when he asked you over, and your caregiving urge is telling 
you you're doing the right thing by obliging. It's good for your sense of well-being, if nothing else. "You know 
that she's half-crazy, but that's why you wanna be there." -Leonard Cohen. You're not that much of a 


Leonard Cohen fan, so you chuckle inwardly that you remember that lyric now. It seems appropriete. 


You knock on the door, wondering why you're rapping a rhythm onto it - he's extremely attentive when he 
can't sleep, he probably heard your footsteps coming from afar. The first thing you notice is that he hasn't 
dressed down from the gig tonight, the hints of it are still there visually and aurally - the makeup, stale 
sweat, hairspray, mixed with a scent you can't define but you recognise distinctly as ‘Richey’, and you don't 
mind you're greeted by this wonderful sensual attack, you're even excited by it. He treads down softly as he 
lets into into the room, landing back on the bed feather-like. It's like he oozes magic, you tell yourself, but his 
expression is listless. The first contact he makes is turning on his side to face you, staring at you like some 


demetented, beautiful dark angel wrapped between white sheets. 


"You don't mind if | try to go back to sleep?" He chimes, and you assert that you do not. You wish you told 
him that you want to hold him in his sleep, you think he'll be happier in your arms and he could truly relax if 
he'd just let you take care of him, but you never say it. "Aren't you cold?" you ask him, trying to point to him 
that you're feeling rather chiily without turning the conversation to you. "Yeah, a bit." He says in an 
afterthought. You realise he might've not let the fact he's cold register if you hadn't asked him. You frown 
back protectively. You can tuck him in now, and sit on the bed until he falls asleep, or you could crawl into bed 
with him like you used to do in Philip's house - it seems like it's been a long time since you did that. The 
question is what Richey wants you to do, and you're not sure you know the answer. You settle for crawling 
under the blanket and putting your arm around him from the back He responds by pressing his back closer to 
your chest. You can tell he likes it. 


You start getting a michevious, but playful, streak - you stroke his ribcage and tickle his side. His breath 
seems to hitch as you reach his lower abdomen. "No, no, no." he pushes you away - verbally but not 
physically, yet. Something's wrong, you tell yourself. You know what a reflexive, amused "no" would sound like, 
the kind that would be accompanied later with "You're crazy and | love it" as you go further in exploring 
Richey's body - that's not it. Nor is it "No, wait a minute, | don't want to be on the recieving end of this, why 
don't you let me do the touching now, Nicky?" - you'd have liked it as much. 


He doesn't want to play. It's the first sign something isn’t as it always is, he never unwelcomed touch; Not 
from you, at least, you believe there were others he might've said no to, but his physical relation to others 
isn't something you talk to him about in particular. It's just common knowledge between everyone in the band 


and the tour crew. You have a theory about it - its not the real Richey you know that invites strangers back 


to the hotel, it's his façade, the famous guy, the ‘band guy’ who does it - and he's obliged to do it. Which is all 


the more reason not to bring it up in private. 


Feeling chilly now, on the inside rather than on the outside, you pull your hand back, and then you ‘get’ it. Your 
hand is covered in blood. You run to the bathroom, to wash it in cold water. Only when you come back from it, 
you realise you might've sent him the wrong message - like you're uncomfrotable with him or appalled 
because he does that. You know you're not, but you weren't showing to him how you feel about it in an 


appropriette manner either. 


You glance at him from afar as you walk back into the room, he seemed to have calmed while you were gone, 
laying on his side with his breath stabilised. You were feeling shaky and unconfident earlier, but it diminishes 
when you see he's doing fine, back to the old Richey he was before something had started to pull him away 
from you. You stroke his hair - that full, naughty little mop that's so hard to resist not to pet. 


"Mmm" He says, not begrundingly, but you can tell he's reflecting on something. His mind is still working non- 
stop. "Remember," he says in his soft-spoken velvety voice - which reminds you you haven't really spoken 
that much tonight, you could listen to his voice in lengths, if you were consulted on the matter - "when we 
were little, and we used to tussle around in the mud and playfight, and we only stopped when it started to get 
dark? Yeah, well" - He ends it like that, bitterly with no conclusion - as if faulting himself for something. 


You think you might have a clue what he's trying to say. You shouldn't jump to conclusion, but your mind is 
quicker than you will it to be. Some people think it's just your mouth that you can't control, they don't know 
the half of it, it's everything inside you you can't control, you just manage to keep it at bay. You feel that 
some of his negativity may stem from his experience of transitioning from childhood to adulthood, feeling like 
he'd been reluctantly thrown or fell into the latter. And at the center of it there's the subject of sexuality, 
which he views from the cynicism of someone who's read a lot about it. He hasn't experienced more positive 
sides to it the way you did. You just want to have a heart-to-heart with him, to try to convince him there's 
nothing wrong with wanting to be loved by someone, and showing your feelings in a physical way. Richey 
understands feelings, his sensitivity is part of what attracts people to him, he just doesn't connect emotions 
with sex but you think its just a matter of time until it happens. There's another, really obvious matter in the 


way now before you get to have ‘the talk’ with him. 
"When | said in that interview | don't know where | stand with Rachel, | meant it.." You say breathily. 


He glances back at you vulnerably. "Its none of my business." He says. You flinch. You weren't expecting this 


kind of reaction. And it so is his business, he doesn't know how much. He doesn't ‘get it yet. 


He sits up, shaking his head. "I don't mean it that way. You two are good for each other. Don't screw it up, 
Nicky. | really don't want to hear more," he says tearily. So maybe he does understand what you're thinking - 
and you thought you were being subtle about it. 


"Look, Rich, I'm not going to apologise for what | feel about you. Do you think I'm being unfair? You always say 
you can only love one person for life. Can't you see what l'm offering you? You wouldn't want me to be with 


anyone else." You raise your voice, you hear it get thinner and croakier as you do. But you've just exposed 


your feelings to him, you're not going to let him get away with it so easily. 


"| do." He says evenly, more determined than before. "| want you to do what's good for you, and | want you to 
have the kind of life you want. You deserve it. You made your choice a long time ago, that's why | said I'm not 
going to interfere. You love her, that's why it can't happen" 


So now it's you against the deamon in Richey's mind, the one that tells him you don't love him more than 
anything in the world, the one that tells him he's not good enough for a lifelong relationship - even though 


you've already known him all your life. 


"Choices can be unmade," You whisper to him. "What if it were just us?" - You kiss him with no further adue. 


